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"Glenston is just as proud of you as we are," his mother 
smiled at him. 
Bill reached in his pocket for a cigarette. The band played 
when we left too. Played The Stars and Stripes Forever, and they 
all cheered themselves hoarse. And Dave, this is just the be-
ginning of the story. In the last chapter the train brings home a 
flag-covered box, and the people who come down to the station 
don't cheer. 
Then the train came puffing into the station—a black, angry, 
foreboding creature that stamped and snorted to be off again. 
Three minutes, it had said on the time-table. In three minutes 
it would be too late. He searched his brain frantically. He's your 
son. He's the little fella you bought erector sets for. You took 
him to the circus on a hot summer day, and the sawdust made 
him sneeze, and he wanted to pat an elephant on the trunk. 
ILL clenched his teeth, and pushed in between the people, 
elbowing and shoving a path through the crowd. Finally 
he found himself beside his son, who stood, boyishly handsome 
in his tweed topcoat, smiling his last few goodbyes. The band 
started playing in a deafening crash. A trainman tapped Dave 
on the shoulder. "Well—" he bent and kissed his mother, shook 
his dad's hand. He was laughing and saying something they 
couldn't hear above the din. 
Everything was quiet again. Bill stood a moment, then turned 
and walked slowly back toward the car. A light snow had begun 
to fall. Far off he could hear the whistle of the train as it sped 
farther into the darkness. 
Gulliver 
Sci. So. 
EVERYONE is seeking something. The majority want security, some are searching for what they call happiness, a few seek 
themselves; fewer yet ever approach success in finding them-
selves. That is why Thomas Wolfe is a giant. He is a great Gulli-
ver striding alone through a Lilliputian world. He is the rejected 
lover of life, pouring forth his candid praises in voluble magnific-
ence. And that isn't all he is. 
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He is the Thomas Clayton Wolfe who was born with the 
twentieth century, and who, like it, was turbulent and restless. He 
is the Tom Wolfe who is lost, crying out in a dark world of des-
pair and doubt. He is the Tom Wolfe who found so much wild 
and rich variety in the streets of Asheville, North Carolina, that 
his imagination was prodded into a thousand pictures of heroism, 
squalor, beauty, tragedy, happiness. He is Wolfe to whom a 
train ride through New Jersey was enough to give him "a feeling 
of wild and lonely joy—." 
HpHESE pictures and emotions he recorded, writing standing 
up at a refrigerator, from midnight to five in the morning. 
On and on he wrote. He wrote everything from staggering lists 
of towns, cities, counties, states and countries he had been to, to 
a "desperately evocative description of the undercarriage, the 
springs, wheels, axle rods, color, weight and quality of the day 
coach of an American railway train." 
His publishers protested. "You are wasting your energies," they 
said, "We can't print this and call it a novel." Wolfe answered, 
"This is my life; the only way I can get it out of me is to live it out 
of me." Reluctantly he edited the material. The final volumes 
were still over six hundred pages long. 
HpHE critics decided that his work lacked perspective, was 
adolescent, high-pitched, self-dramatizing. His books were 
banned from the library of Asheville. But the bewilderment of 
little men's minds probably caused him to react as he did to the 
crude humor with which men always greeted his remarkable 
physical height. "The undeviating formula," he said, "gave me a 
belief in man's fundamental goodness, kindliness and humanity, 
as nothing else on earth could do." 
He wrote more and more. He became aware that unless he 
hurried, Death, the Proud Brother of which he had written, might 
cut him off in mid-sentence. Feverishly he wrote, with the pain 
pounding through his head like a mute warning. 
In the prologue to The Web and the Rock he wrote—"Could I 
weave into immortal denseness some small brede of words, pluck 
out of sunken depths of the roots of living some hundred thousand 
magic words as great as all my hunger, and hurl the sum of all my 
living out upon three hundred pages, then death could take my 
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life, for I had lived it ere he took it. I had slain hunger, beaten 
death!" 
HEN he died at Johns Hopkins on September 15, 1938, 
while doctors sought to remove a tumor from his tortured 
brain, he had slain hunger, perhaps—he had completed The Web 
and the Rock and You Can't Go Home Again—but he had not 
finished. He had only begun. 
Jonathan Daniels, a pall-bearer, has described the funeral—the 
special coffin from New York to hold his six-foot, four-inch frame, 
the sermon delivered by the Presbyterian minister, who knew 
Wolfe was saved because he came to visit him every time he was 
in Asheville, the wig Wolfe wore to cover his scarred and barren 
skull, his mother and sister, exactly as Wolfe had them in Of 
Time and the River, It was a colorful day. Only one person 
could have written about it adequately—Tom Wolfe. 
Day in the Veldt 
H. Ec. Jr. 
ITT WASN'T high noon yet, but Stephen, jogging uncomfort-
-"- ably on the back of his government mule, longed to reach the 
river bank where he knew the party would halt while he drank 
his tea, and while his natives noisily washed out their mouths 
with water spooned up in cupped hands. 
Resignedly he slipped back into his reverie by the simple pro-
cess of half closing his eyes to shut out the sun, which seared his 
eyeballs and burnt a red rim where his shirt and hat left exposed 
skin. Stephen could not understand this stubborn unyielding 
earth, so different from the green graciousness, the friendly, low-
swung hills, the clean, rushing rivers, the vast buxom pines of 
the country where he had been nurtured. He glanced up to 
observe wearily the sky which earlier in the morning had been a 
brilliant blue. Now it seemed to be a faded, washed-out canopy, 
hung over an equally uninviting bed. The mountains in the 
distance were fat-topped and ethereal as if they had drained the 
very essence of blue from their too weak sister. 
He glanced around to note again this quality of hardness ex-
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